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SOMEWHERE ON THE LONELY COAST OF A WINDSWEPT FJORD, A HEAVY, OAKEN DOOR IS FLUNG WIDE.., 


ANI 
LIGHT FRom 


FORTH TO 
FENCE WITH 
THOSE 
LURKING 


U. 
STILL SURE 
HE'LL COME? } 


|/ HE'S GROWN BITTER, AND HAS No {OVE 
A FOR HIS COUSIN. WHY SHOULD Hi 





YOU'RE FULL OF TRUST TONIGHT, 
COUNT-- A RARE THING TO FIND 
IN- THESE TROUBLED TIMES. 


BUT, PERHAPS I 
SPEAK TO MEN 
MORE CREDULOUS 

THAN I. 





a (WELL, 2M NEITHER 
THINK YOU NO’ | BORED... NoR YET 
FADAN OF LORMY U : CONVINC! 
THAT HE'S EVEN 
NOW LAUGHING 
AT_US IN SOME 
PLEASURE ? 


TOO NOTICEABLE. 


I SAY, LET'S SET SAIL 
NOW, BEFORE THE 
DREAMING CITY HEARS 
OF OUR PLAN AND 


BRINGS UP 
REINFORCEMENTS! 


BY THE GODS, YOU'RE GETTING Hoe i 
OLD, ALL OF You! ; Z I SPOKE THUS IN 
\ 2 MY YOUTH... AND _ } 
TREASURES Ds Lost A FINE FLEET 
Bae) : SOON AFTER. ; 
SWIFT SLAYING 


AND RECKLESS 
ATTACK £ 





IT'S TRUE-- WE STAND HERE, \ 
THE MOST POWERFUL SEA } IMRRYR, THE DREAMING 
4ORDS IN THE WORLD. fF. THE POWER THAT fs CITY, DREAMS IN PEACE -- 
- \ é AND WILL CONTINUE TO DO 
OUR NAMES ARE FEARED : H SO UNLESS HE GUIDES US is 
AND FAMOUS; OUR FLEETS | S le THROUGH THE TREACHEROUS 
RAVAGE THE COASTS OF A 4 WATERWAYS WHICH LEAD [ 
SCORE OF LESSER NATIONS. : OF SORCERY, TO HER HARBORS. 


KNOW IT, 
AND HE 
NOWS IT. 


SUCH \ 
CONFIDENCE, 
GENTLEMEN, 


MEETS THE CRIMSON 
EYES OF THIS PURE , 
ALBINO WHO AFFECTS | 
THE DRESS OF 4 
SOUTHERN BARBARIAN. § 


THEY ARE OLD 
EYES INA 
FINE-FEATURED, 
YOUTHFUL FACE,,. 
EYES WHICH 
STARE INTO 
ETERNI 





WELL? 1S NO 
® | ONE GoING To 


4 
| INVITE ME IN?, 


i 1 NEED ONLY A LITTLE 
TIME IN WHICH TO DO... 
CERTAIN THINGS. 


TOMORROW? SHALL WE. 
SAIL TOMORROW ? 


F IN THREE DAYS? THEFASTEST 
SHIP COULD NOT-- 


I'LL BE JN THE 
DREAMING CITY 
IN LESS THAN 


1 HAVE A DEST TO SETTLE; }} 
THIS JS MY ONLY REASON I 
FOR AIDING YOU. 


\N ARE NOT 
HARMED. 


I REFER TO MY 
SIN: 


ul 
AND HIS SISTER 
CYMORIL... 


ELRIC, OLD 
FRIEND -- WHEN 
DO WE RAID H 
IMRRYR? 


AS SOON AS 
YOU LIKE 


I'LL SEE THAT YOUR FLEE 
SELF MUST GO TO IMRRYR 
FIRST. R 


Pay 
PRESENCE Ja \ 
BY THEN! jj = 


I'VE MY OWN COMPUNCTIONS, 
COUNT SMIORGAN... BUT WORRY 
, 1 SHAN'T BETRAY YOU. 








CYMORIL! AT THE 
) VERY SOUND OF HER 
NAME I: 


ELRIC KNOWS: 

VISIONS OF ANOTHER 

LAND, AND OTHER 
DAYS. 


YYRKOON USURPS 


Bur. 
Fiesk Visions, ALSO- 


AS HE ONCE 
USURPED THE RUBY 
THRONE, FROM WHICH 
HE WOULD ORDER pS 


IF ELRIC OF MELNIBONE 
HAS HIS WAY, SHE SOON 





A VOICE WHICH PRETENDS TO 
MORE CONFIDENCE THAN IT 
FEELS CALLS HIM BACK 


HOW SHALL 
WE HIDE 


THE FLEET, 
LORD ELRIC 





I>] 7HEN, AT THE SOUND OF 
| A SLAMMING DOOR... 


_ = Ss r 
COUNT SMIORGAN, WILL 
YOU MAKE CERTAIN ALL 
YOU SEA LORDS’ MEN ARE 
OFF THE SHIPS FIRST? 


THE QUESTION HOVERS 
UNANSWERED IN THE AIR. 


¥ 

















~-G-GREETINGS, 
LORD ELRIC--£ 























WHILE IN i \ SS THE WAKING NOBLES 

IE MORNIN N ; WOULD SEEK HIM O1 
THE DOOR IS = BUT THE MIST IS 
UNBARRED... as STILL QUITE HEAVY 


+. SO THAT, WHEN THEY WANDER OUTSIDE, THEY SOON LOSE SIGHT OF ONE ANOTHER, THOUGH 
SCARCELY TWO FEET 
SEPARATES ANY 
OF THEM. 








THOUGH WELL-VER: eo 


IN: ies -WIZAR G 
OF POWER 
_ POSSESSED BY THE SORCERER 
EMPE! WHEN THEY DID. 
RULE THE . 
VEN SO, HE. OF ONLY 
one Senge wn. MATCHES, 


HIS: é rE ~~ HIS, 
| COUSIN YYRKOON, 


As ‘ HIS iN, 
Pedi aile 
STORMBRINGER. 





} 


VM” Ml 





AWARE OF THE PRESS 
OF TIME, HE FORCES 
HIMSELF TO CONCENTRATE 
UPON HIS PRESENT TASK, 


RYR THE 
| BEAUTIFUL, IS THE 
OBJECT OF THE 
SEA LORDS’ MASSING.| 


«| His BODY TENSES. 


HE BLANKS HIS 
CONSCIOUS MIND, 
SUMMONING 
SECRETS FROM THE 
DARK DEPTHS OF 
HIS SOUL. 


SWAYING, HIS EYES 











(E OF MIS 

ICE RISING SLOW! 

LIKE THE SHRIEK O} 
AN APPROACHING GAL. 





THEN, QUITE SUDDENLY, THAT VOICE RISES HIGHER, UNTIL IT 1S HOWLING WILDLY, INHUMANLY, AS IT SUMMONS 
THE WIND ELEMENTALS: 


/E BR 


THE SHARNAPM: 
Bas OF 


YLPHS OF 
EEZE... 


| “SHANNS. 
| BUILDERS OF 
WHI 7 











“| AUTOMATO) 
HIS FINGERS 

| | RUN UP THE 
SAIL, SET IT. 








AWND ALL THE WHILE, ELRIC 
| SITS BLANK-EYED IN THE STERN, 
‘CROONING HIS HIDEOUS 
SONG OF SORCERY... 





2, AS THE SHRIEKING 
SPIRITS OF THE AIR PLUCK 
AT THE SAIL AND SEND HIM 
FLYING OVER THE WATER.,, 





Tr: 
THE DREAMING CITY continues next Issue 





THE OUTER PLANETS REFER TO 
17 AS VEGA, BUT TO ITS 

INHABITANTS, IT'S KNOWN AS 
BYFREXIA, A’ WORLD AT WAR. 








THE BEAUTY OF THE NEW DAY. 
SURROUNDS AND MOMENTARILY 
COMFORTS YOu. 











BUT YOUR SERENITY IS: 
SUDDENLY SHATTERED BY 
THE CRACKLE OF POWE! 


His EYES DAMN HIM AS. 


©1980 J.P. Starlin 





I'M_OF GOOD 
ORSIROSIAN 
\ STOCK? 


BUT I FEAR THERE'S 
ONLY ONE WAY TO PROVE 
THAT TO YOU. 


IE I WERE A 
ZYGOTEAN , YOUR, 
INNARDS WOULD 
NOW BE NO MORE 
THAN 


CRIMSON. 
GEQMETRIC PATTERNS 
SPATTERED ACROSS 

THIS_VIRGINAL 


seo 
RESTING 
ON ITE 


il I'VE MADE my 
POINT. 


THAT YOU HAVE, 


OU 
Ege IF YOU'RE NO Z¥G, 


THEN WHO OR 
WHAT ARE YOU? 





I AM ANMATON 
OF ORSIROS, Like Wo rve BEEN LURKING 
YOURSELF, AN ABOUT THIS ZYGOTE 
ENEMY OF THE | ENCAMPMENT BELOW 
ZYGOTE EMPIRE HOPING To COME 
ACROSS A RESISTANCE 
FIGHTER LIKE YOU, 


1 DON'T KNOW HIS. 
NAME, BUT I'M SURE 
HIS FAME WILL BE KNOWN. 
: 1 TO YOU. THE MAN 1 
E SEEK IS MOSTLIMELY A 
TO HELP ME FIND A MAN WHO. ee oS . : GREAT WARRIOR... 
WILL_IN TURN AID ME IN RIDDING. : oR 
THE HEAVENS OF THE 
FOUL ZYGOTEANS 


- —« 
WHO 1S 1T 
YOU SEEK, 

OFF-WORLDER 


. A_ WARRIOR’ 
WHO CARRIES 
COLD DEATH IN 

THE FORM OF 
A_STRANGE 
GLOWING 
SWORD. 























7 THEN You DO. 
KNOW HIM. THIS 
1S BETTER THAN T 

DARED HOPE FOR, 





HE IS THE LAST 
LINK OF A CHAIN 
1 NEED TO 

CRUSH THE 
ZYGOTEANS. 








YOU MAY BE A, 
ZYG SPY TRYING 
TO TRICK ME 







1_DARE NOT 
LEAD You To 
VANTH. YOU 

ARE TOO 
POWERFUL 






YOU MUST 
TAKE ME 10 
HIM QUICKLY, 
TIME |S OUR 
ENEMY ALSO. 











F : g SG I HATE USING 

SO KILL ME IF YOU | THE POWER THIS 
AUST BUT LAWT,SON | | THAT DOES MAKE IT ) WILL RE: ‘ 
KOT MORE DIFFICUL gle 


OW 1 SEE, HE'S 
YOUR LEADER. 4 
He WOULo BE. b ( TVE NEED 

: FOR IT SOON. JB 









CHOICE... 


EXCELLENT! HE'S COMPLETELY WHILE WE WALK WHY DON'T 
ENTRANCED. T WAS SLIGHTLY. YOU TELL ME ALL ABOUT 
WORRIED ABOUT THOSE GOGGLES HIS COLD MAN OF YOURS, } 
INTERFERING \ witht TH NOW COME ALONG, . 4 
nO BLAST. LAWT. WE MUST BE eis 
OFF TO FIND VANTH, 


























HE IS... OURLEADER, 
PROBABLY OUR ONE 

HOPE TO SURVIVE THE 
ZYGOTE ONSLAUGHT, 


PHOTONIC DRIVEZ! SO THAT'S 
HOW YOUR WORLD LASTED SO 
LONG AGAINST THE ZYGOTEANS. 
YOU COULON'T OUT-GUN THEM 
SO VANTH FIXED IT SO YOUCOULD 
OUT-RACE_THEIR ATOMIC 
BEHEMOTHS. 


















HE'S ONE HELL OF 

A FIGHTER. HE MUST 

HAVE THE STRENGTH 
OF TWe, 


NTY. 
NORMAL MEN, 











VANTH THE WARRIOR 
SOUNDS LIKE EVERYTHING 
1 HAD HOPED FOR, 













HE DISCOVERED THE 
GREAT CAVERNS OUR 
AIR FORCES ARE HIDDEN. 
IN AND OPERATE OUT OF. 
HE ALSO GEARED OUR 
SHIP TO PHOTONIC 
DRIVE. 











WHAT CAN YOU TELL ME 
ABOUT VANTH THE MAN? 












WELL, HE WAS BORN AND RAISED AS EVERY YOUTH ON BYFREXIA IS. HE WAS 
TAUGHT WHAT TECHNOLOGY OUR POOR WORLD HAS AND CONEY TIONED To 
WITHSTAND THE RIGORS OF THIS HOSTILE AND FRIGID PLANET, 








"TROUBLE WAS PRETTY MUCH OF A STRANGER TO VANTH UNTIL HE REACHED HIS ADOLESCENCE. 
THAT'S WHEN HIS PARENTS WERE DEVOURED BY A PAIR OF SNOW BEARS AS HE WATCHED. 


cg 











“THEY SAY HIS MIND SNAPPED THEN AND THAT HE WANDERED FAR INTO THE 
WILDS WHERE HE EVENTUALLY TOOK REFUGE IN A HOLY PLACE FOLKS: 
CALL THE ICE DEMON'S LANTERN. 











AWESOME. FOR YEARS AFTER THAT HE AVOIDED PEOPLE BUT WAS 
OCCASIONALLY SPOTTED ROAMING THE HILLS, USUALLY WANED. 


ae a 


“SOMETHING HAPPENED TO HIM THERE, SOMETHING STRANGE, | 








“THEN ONE DAY HE 
RETURNED TO THE 
WORLD OF MEN 
JUST LONG ENOUGH 
TO OUTFIT HIMSELF 
WITH ENOUGH, 

HUNTING GEAR 
TO.HOLD OFFA 


4 a 

\ | “HE HAD PARENTS, | | 

a TOAVENGE. | 
™ 


yA 


“HE NEARLY DECIMATED 
THE ENTIRE SNOW 
BEAR POPULATION 

IN THIS REGION. 


FOLKS AROUND MERE 
DIDN'T TAKE TOO KINOLY 
TO THAT SEEING AS 
THE BEARS WERE THIS 

‘AREA'S MAIN 
FOOD SOURCE, 


| | "THE REGION TOOK ONA 


HANGING MOOD AND SO, 
BEING NO ONE'S FOOi, 
VANTH DECIDED IT 
WOULD BE BEST To 
STEAL A JUMP SHIP AND 
SAY GOOD-BYE TO 

[| BYFREKIA FOR GoD. 
OR SO EVERYONE 

THOUGHT. 





HE CAME BACK WITH 
OFF-WORLD WEAPONS 
AND THAT BLAZING 
KILLER RAGE OF HIS 
AND SINGLEHANDEDLY 
SET THE ZYGOTEAN 
INVASION BACK MONTHS. 





WALL PREVIOUS 
SINS WERE 
FORGIVEN AND 
IT. WASN'T LONG. 
AFTERWARDS, 
THAT HE WAS 

APPOINTED 


BYFREXIAN 
DEFENSES,” 





! 





THAT'S WHEN 


YOU SEE, NO ONE VANTH RETURNED. 


EORESAW THE 
ZYG'S INVASION. 


BUT THERE'S 
ONE POINT 
You've NOT 
MENTIONED. 


SINCE THEN 
WE'VE BEEN 
ABLE TO CHECK 
THE zyGoTES! 
ADVANCEMENT. 
WITH GUERILLA 

TACTICS, BUT... 

WHAT, 
\| AgouT THE 
\\ Sword, 


YES, I KNOW... 
THERE DOESN'T 
SEEM TOBE ANY 
WAY TO REALLY 
DEFEAT THEM. 
I'VE WALKED. 
THAT ROAD 
MYSELF. 














WARRIORS BEING 
TELEPORTED IN 

IT'S A MARVELOUS ALL ABOUT ME £ 

WEAPON. IT CAN, 

CUT THROUGH ANY,,. 


IT'S A ZYGOTEAN LOOK, BAZKAR, IT 
RSBdY sores EEE THEY BE SOON BY 


CORE MERCENARIES, ORSIROSIAN! I GOOD TUBE SHOT, KAM. 


TOUGH AND DEADLY! THOUGHT THEY 
WERE ALL DEAD / 





NO SOO! 
THEY RE 
TOO QUICK... 


TOO MANY. 

















Probes implanted. 
Object’s psyche ac- 
cessible. The audit 
may proceed, 
Arbiter. 


Noted and beginning: Object, you are a thoroughly free 
component of society, as all societal components are 
free, However, you have been taken for the commis- 
sion of a crime in conflict with societal imperative, and 
all privacy of thought has been duly waived in your 
behalt. 








Now: This is normally your serving period. Reveal what 
you would normally be doing right now, what you 
would and should be doing as an acceptably produc- 
tive component of society, were you not being audited 
here and now. 


LIBIDO 
































I would be running free and “naked through clear 
ool air and tall rippling grasses. 1 would be 
y own flesh. 






I would hear music in wind and bird 
and thunder. The sounds would fill 
me completely. 


' There would be 
A\ll scents would arise from things ca atines 
possessing life, and my breath would 


be vast and sweet and satisfying 





I would be aware of time only as the 
soft gradual shift from light to dark- 
ness, night to day, 


My mind would wander far from rigid 
discipline, embracing the wonders of 
whatever my flesh chanced to en- 
counter, tickled by random thought, 
soothed by the knowledge that no 
thought is necessary, I would dream 
awake. 


Incorrect. Object, you 
would be taken and aud- 
ited for engaging in such 
activity to the neglect of 
your necessary, service. 


I would come to know my hair, my 
breasts, my feet. 








Imagine you are now being inevitably 
discovered in your transgression 
Imagine you are being taken. What 
would you do? 








Object-detected-in-state-of- 
transgression, To-be-taken- 
for-audit-by-Arbiter, 





I would not be taken. I would fight for my freedom with all the 
valiant ferocity of a proud animal. 


I would go to.,. to my sexual congress partner. No, that’s not 
right, not true. I would go to my... lover. At first he would 
greet me with displeasure... 


Wh-what are you doing here? Where is 

your serving uniform? It is not liason 

time! Besides, we have not yet received 
our permit 


Forget the rules, my lover. 
Forget the permits, I give you 
my permission. It is time to 
be, time to . Do what you 
want to do, not what the 
machine says. 


And I would be free 
again, free to run free 
forever, 


Incorrect. Object, [ 
you would then bea 
fugitive from the 
State. Where would 
you go? 


And soon, in the embrace of soft warm 
he would be freed too, even in the 
‘s of the machine, free to share my 










































Object, no component of this perfectly 
realized societal structure would nor 
could succumb so easily, nor join you 
in such perverted fantasy. 


But presuming your fantasy were 
impossibly true, Object, what 
would you do next? 





I would come to know my lover until we 
were as one, joined in flesh and mind 
and spirit. And, as we shared, so 
would we wish to share the 
sharing with others, 





Together, we would 
call from the highest roof- 
top, our voices joyous in 
unison, exhorting all the 
others to free themselves, to 
join our joyous cries. 

















And they would hear us, and respond, The masses would dissolve, flowing freely into a sea of individuals, 
each fast or slow, but all in different cadence, as their flesh so moved them. 


A soaring bird of golden hue 
would fly between our hearts 
and we would smile away the 

tears, and celebrate our 
triumph with a kiss, and also 
wonder why... 


oe 


And they would wonder, trailing 
bright laughter and jubilant shouts, 
why it had not happened sooner, 


Feed direct input of the ao- 
tual crime. 


probed far enough. 


eae ’ - ee 
Ai Incorrect. Object, | have |e : < . . | Attendant-B, supply my need. 
< ¥ " E ‘ E 


As you require, Surveillance tape intro- ae a, You may assimilate 
Arbiter. a duced to your system. : revelation of Object’s 
: crime. 





Yes, that’s how it hap- 


...to speak my .and I... I was unable to fight 
pened! That's me! We were ..and stepped lover's name... I was not a proud valiant ani- 
all in the queues, waiting to out of line... mal -- not free at all -- for I 


file for our sexual congress 
permits... when I noticed 
him in the next queue... 


had already been too... 
tamed... 








You have now probed 
Object's mind and assim- 
ilated her crime. Your 
decision, Arbiter? 


Noted and beginning: The trans- 
gression itself may not seem 
overly severe, but probe of Ob- 
ject's mind reveals subversive 


and regressive tendencies dan- 
gerous to society, a libido 
beyond control--indicating 
ultimate punishment 










You may cut the probes, 

attendants. Impersonal and unbi- 
ased decision: Immedi- 
ate termination. 











What--? 











Termination--? 
But-- 


















Ye 
Uhhh... wh-what & 
happened? Feel sick 
have to go to... 
ablutory... 













Remove the corpus, Attendant-A. Deliver it to the protein station. 


Attendant-B, you may resume. Uh... before resuming, 


raeat comp partner, 


Permission granted, 
You may file when 
the day's serving is 
done. 





Arbiter... Attendant BX 32- 
* Janus requesting permission 
to file for new sexual congress 








Thank you, 


Arbiter, 

























| ESAU CAIRN'S NARRATIVE 
‘(AS TRANSCRIBED FROM i tie 
PHONE JOURNAL OF PR« 
HILDEBRAND, 12: 


ROY THOMAS ~ SCRIPT 
TIM CONRAD - aat 


BASED ON THE NOVEL BY 


ROBERT E. HOWARD 
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“ And as we fought, amid. 
Me Ait. ds shrtes 











46 EPIC 


ANOTHER 
FIGHT?... 


Y/ wuat po you : V wan! you're 
WANT, GHORT ‘THE ONLY MAN 
F. EVER TO 


BY THAK,I 
CAN'T WAIT TILL 


AN T 
FRIEND. 


7 FROM THIS DAY, YOU 
SHALL BE AS MUCH A 


AND YOU SHALL 
BE NAMED-- 


ROW-HANOL 


WE STILL 
CANNOT BELIEVE 


Z YOUR TALE THAT fi 
ROESR\ ON Distant fares 
Siem WORLDS, 


NO MATTER 
WHERE YOU 
COME FROM... 











THE YAGAS, AN EVIL 
You say? mul = RACE OF 
WHAT ARE 
» THEY? 
Bn 


THEY DWELL FARTO 
THE SOUTH, ON THE 
ROCK YY“7HLA. 








CA 7A ne nacre maa 





OG had wandered far de ey hensgen get, 
Di dipl of tha mataies tore of oO, | 
4 Aatontidecechs 





ARE YOU ALL 
Ri-- 4e7Hg/? 


WHAT ARE 
YOU DOING 
OUTSIDE. 

THE CITY? 


ath HAVE You 


“Sy GONE MADZ Ah 


AND MY FATHER 
ZAL WILL WAIP 
ME-- BUT I 
WILE RUN AWAY 
AGAIN, AND: 
AGAIN, ANO 
aN 


L'VE HEARO 
WAEN ON MY. 
OWN WORLD 
VOICE SUCH 
FEELINGS... 
BUT I'VE NEVER 
HEARD THEM 
ON ALMUAIC A 
BEFORE. 


NOW WHAT DID I DO-- EXCEPT 
SAVE YOUR LIFE? 


ID0 NOT 

FIT HERE... 
$0 I WOULD 
Ge BETTER 
OFF DEAD. 


YOU'RE A STRANGE 
GIRL, ALTHA... NOT LIKE THE 
OTHER WOMEN OF KOTH. 


72, AND TL 
BRUISE MY- 
SELF ON LIFES 
ROUGH EDGES, Ia 


COME! T'LL SEE TO (T 
THAT ZALTHE THROWER 


DOESN'T LAY A FINGER 
Sr 
- ioe 


ESAU IRON- 
HAND... L.-- 











THE WORKER IN THE CITY / ttustrated by Terry Lindall / Story by Archie Goodwin 


The city is old. Perhaps eternal. It has survived the wars, the holocausts of nature. It sprawls maze- es on the great 
plain, its spires and ramparts dominating the landscape, ling the.distant mountains. 





ser zs ™] The Rates still open each morning, the city still waits. But now 
Gnee seat ies of workers Streamed in yy there are no lines. There is only the city. Waiting. 

- through the massive gates, each morning, 

| every morning. 





i. on 3°) ) ga Paintings © arr Lindall 


The man runs naked. The things that 


a 2 2 aa a 
} He sees the open gates. 
He enters the city. 





prowl the outside pursue him. 





2 roa 
It turns long dormant defenses on || 
the prowlers of the ou! 


The city feeds the man and 
clothes him and cares for his 
wounds. And waits for him 
‘to work. 


EPIC 55 


The new worker walks the endless streets, adjusts the limitless machinery in, around, and under them. . 


: vee banks hum | 
g and ares pares 





56 EPIC 


| The outside things | 
are long gone. The | 
gates remain closed 
and the worker § 


S) serves. — 


orker of another goal, 
another purpose, it has 
faded. 





EPIC 57 


He serves the city, becoming ever more attuned to its humming computer banks, the rhythms of its master controls. He 
serves and fades, becoming one with the city, his life energy drawn into its structure and being. 









He fades. Until 
there is no long- 
* m) eraworker, only 


Old. Perhaps eternal. The 
city sprawls. And waits. 
Again. 


58 EPIC 


HAPTER [CHAPTER xt | 


PNVEING 


ENT AGO... si Ke 
MNMINENT . 
Bee, 








LIFES NEXT MOMENTS... DARK AND 

BLaaeD Dale cee cuieses BUF THERE REDAINS WITIN You 
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YOUR METIER, 

ALWAYS BEEN TOO CEREBRAL TO BE 

EFFICIENT HAND-TO-HAND 
COMBATANTS. 














OR THE 
FOREST! 

















IN FACT, THAT'S WHY. 
YOU'VE COME To THIS: 
FROZEN HELL-HOLE, 





























THOSE THO BRUTES 
WITH_AS MANY 
BLOWS. 


‘BUT WHERE'S 
THE SWORDS 


A THIRD NULTORIAN, 
HOW CAN ANYTHING 
THAT BIG MOVE SO 
SILENTLY? 


“a 
eee 











ASEORS ASSASSIN, LIGHTNING 
ONCE AGAIN, a REFLEXES TURN THE BLON 
HOODED SALVATION, : BNO HE TRIES 10 FIRE HI LASER 
be (75 CHARGE (S EXHAUSTED. 














weary 4. | ee oe ; MOMENTS THE . ; 
BeSraucrive ee Rn CERORIES HAVE : 
‘ALTERNATIVE (5 || « USED 10 CUT ORE The Beanned Kitt ER 
CALLED UPON. r¢ " YOUR ESCAPE. DROPS HIS L. 








AND BEGI 
70 RAISE HS: 

HANDS IN OBVIOUS 
‘SURRENDER. 
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AND WITHIN HIM 
UES THE POWER. 




















THE SWORDIE 

















SWORD ARE 
EVERYTHING 1 
HAD HOPED FOR 

AND MORE. 


THE SWORD IS CAPABLE OF 


ABSORBING SOLAR OR WHAT- 
EVER ENERGY IS AVAILABLE 

AND EITHER CHANNEL IT INTO 
OUR PERSON, GRANTING YOU 
SUPER- HUMAN QUALITIES, OR 













aS 










“.,LORD AKNATON OF ORSIROS, THE 
CREATOR OF YOUR WONDROUS WEAPON, 


S71 aRSCr vis 

CLADE Sn ORLD 
eters 
| KNOWING THAT SOMEDAY 
ORE Serr ad oe 
Wo BESS tO! irs 
Es MASTI 





«AT. YOUR. DISCRETION IT CAN 
Da RELEASE ITS DEVASTATING FORCE 


DNA IN A MORE DIRECT MANNER. MAY THE F 
Stags thew 
x y 















FORGIVE ME 
FOR WHAT I'VE 















THE SWORD 








rr m a wiboeneeris J 
MOST DEFINITELY, BU 5 : 
PART OEM I WONDER 
OF ME, WHAT OTHER 








TRICKS TT. 
POSSESSES ?, 


, 8 Se 












MA BIT CONFUSED ON 
HOW YOU PULLED THAT 
TRICK OF PULLING THE 
‘SWORD OUT OF THIN AIR 


WHERE DID YOU. 
HAVE IT HIDDEN’ 








WHEN I 


NEED IT I 
SIMPLY 
CALL IT 
FORTH 





cass FIN TACT. EVE, 
Lene ANT? WORLD ® RUST 


WELL, IT'S REAL HANOY, * SOR, VANTH. 
FOR GUTTING ALIENS THAT i MNO. 
DON'T BELONG ON THIS g ZYSOTEAN. 
WORLD. 


‘YEAH. IT LOOKS 
LIKE YOU COULD ONE-ON-O} a 
Ose iat LTERMINAT THE GALAXY. 


IN THAT 
DEPARTMENT, 


00 THIS THING 


OUR GRAVES. BUT TOGETHER... 





THE STARE... 





IN THOSE DAY: 
PLANET WAS NAM: 


We so TIReD/O 
| AND STILL THREE 
MORE MONTHS. 


{DATA TECHNICIAN 
SVY¥738-- PROCEED TO 
PROJECTION UNIT 


XAM COULDN'T ADIUST 70 
THE PATTERNLESS MAP OF 


STARS THAT APPEARED 


EACH M6HT TO TEER 


AND IN THE DEEPENING SHADOWS | 


OF DATA BANKS, XAM DREAMED 
OF HOME. 


SV4738 HERE a 
T'S THE PROBLEM? 


TRANSOUCER 
FAILURE. CAN'T BE 
MORE SPECIFIC. 





XAM WAS ONE OF A 
HANDFUL OF TECHNICIANS 
OUT HERE; A LOW GEE 
PLANET OUT TOWARD 
THE GALACTIC RIM. 


IT WAS THEIR. 
RESPONSIBILITY TO 
SERVICE AND MAINTAIN 
ALONG DISTANCE 

JUMP STATION. 


SHE LIKED HER RARE 
ENCOUNTERS WITH THE 
NATIVES... [7 RELIEVED 
THE MONOTONY. 


PROBABLY THE 
GOB, GEEKS HAVE BEEN 
AT IT AGAIN FOR 
FIREWOOD’ 


LATEST TECHNOLOGY; 
ALL SYSTEMS. 
BIO- ENGINEERED, 
PHOTOSYNTHETIC AND 
SELF -REGENERATING. 


SELF-REGENERATING... 

THAT 

NATIVES DIDN'T AXE 

DOWN WHOLE DATA 

BANKS AND HAUL THEM 

OFF FOR KINPLING OR 
SHELTER. 


AND XAM 
WAS HOMESICK: 





THE. 


ae : YED TRA, 
IN 4 FEW MINUTES, SHE HAD REACHED oa ep aA e eee 
PROJECTION SYSTEM, SURE ENOUGH, TH. 

NATIVE DOMINANTS HAD BEEN AT /: 


dd 
eaves \\ 


A WHOLE NEST OF TRANSDUCERS 
CHOPPED NEATLY AWAY. NO DOUBT HALF- 
WAY UP SOMEONES CHIMMEY BY NOW. 


TRE 


THEY WOULD SUFFICE UNTIL 
REGENERATION WAS COMPLETE. 


FIVE HUNORED KILOS OF 
TRI-OCULAR ARTHROPOP SUDDEN- 
LY APPEARED IN THE PROJEC- 
TION SPACE. 


SS 


Ss 


(T WAS FOLLOWED 
BY A HAIRLESS 


f TECHNICIAN SV4-738 
§ i i REPORTING: PROJEC- 
PRIMATE... (NA i 5 


TION S ‘STEM NOW 
DON'T OFTEN SEE We FUNC TIONAL, 
MORE THAN ONE JUMPER: F S 
A WEEK THROUGH 
TAIS SECTOR. 


AURR YS 





HMM... I’M ALMOST TEMPTED 
WHO KNOWS WHAT A Six 


JO DO SOME TRANSDUCER IN- 
Soe STARTED MEN TOON TERRUPTING MYSELF. MAYBE BILLION MEGAWATT JUARE 
THEY'D CLOSE THIS | , 
STATION THE SIZE OF A 
‘ SMALL PLANET WILL 


—~ STATION... 
P 9 EVOLVE INTO? 


PROBABLY A 
LIFELESS DESERT. 
IF THE GEEKS KEE; 
CHOPPING EVER) 
THING UP AT THEIR 

PRESENT RATE, 


... AND I COULD GO 
AOME. OF COURSE THAT MEANS 
LEAVING ALL THIS BIO-ORG 
EQUIPMENT TO GROW WILD 


SHE LAY PRONE, WAITING AS 
THE WHISTLING GREW 


XAM DIVED HEADLONG 
INTO A BANK OF SIGN 


AMPLIFIERS. 


ly! 


«.. THEN PEERED CAUT/OUSLY OUT THROUGH THE AMPS. 


3 


a7 


7 


7 





CAIN'T HARDLY 
BELIEVE MUH OL 
EYES SAW WHAT 
I THINK THEY 

DID/ 





DAMN / 
SPOTTED! THAT'S 
A MAJOR VIOLATION 
. EVEN (F I WANTED 
TO STAY, A@ WON'T 
MAINTAIN A STATION 
WITH THE WMATIVES 
AWARE / 


LorDy 
LORD! I-I JEST GOT 
TO BE DREAMIN’... 
BE ALL THAT SOUR MASH 
I PUT DOWN EARLIE! 


TECHNICIAN SV4738 3 . ; THE TIMBER COMPANY FOLKS'D 
HERE. DOW’T TELL ME... § i 4 4 © \- FIRE ME IF THEY HEARD 
, ke ABOUT THIS / 


é wl MMEDIATE 
b REASSIGNMENT EVEN 
FURTHER FROM HOME! 


AS THE STARS LAUGHED AT XAM, THE WOODSMAN CONTINUED TO STARE, VOWING TO SEEK HIS 
SAMPLES ELSEWHERE, WITH ALL THE FORESTS ON GOD'S GREEN EARTH, THIS ONE COULD WAIT 4 SPELL. 





I THINK _OF MY SURROUND- 


INGS AS A REFLECTION OF 

MYSELF I SEE TO EVERY 

DETAIL IN MY_ROOM PER- 
SONALLY. THERE IS NO ONE 
BY PAUL KIRCHNER TO WHOM _I COULD ENTRUST 


THE RESPONSIBILITY. 











IT IS NOT EASY To 
LIVE AS I DO...1T 
REQUIRES DILIGENCE, 
|} CONCENTRATION, AND 
ABOVE ALL, CONTROL. 
























































THE FLOWERS ARE CAREFULLY A ROOM,TO ME, MUST 


THE! PAINTINGS ARE SELECTED AND FRESH DAILY. I 
PeeTeneiccent ses | GMlLneANe NSibearon bucay |Have The BACANcE, 
OF THE ENVIRONMENT. BS Ge RE CONTROL OF A SONATA 





PERFORMED BY A 
VIRTUOSO. THERE 
MUST BE NO WRONG 
NOTES, NO MISSTRUCK 
CHORDS. 








TIONS, PROVOKE NO 


T | THEY POSE NO QUES- AR 
CONTROVERSY. ) % 
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FOR THAT REASON, Ll ENTERTAIN 
NO GUESTS IN MY ROOM.THERE 
'S NO DOOR, NOR ARE THERE 
WINDOWS. ANY UNCONTROLLED 
ELEMENT BRINGS WITH IT THE 
POSSIBILITY OF DISRUPTION. 

































| LIKE TO KEEP A 
REGULAR ROUTINE, 
THAT MY LIFE MIGHT 
HIGH STANDARDS FOR MIRROR MY ROOM 
MYSELF. IN ITS ORDERED 

PERFECTION. 










































































































CONCENTRATION, 


= 


= PRS] | LESNTROL. IT 1S NoT EASY 
2 : TO LIVE AS I DO, 
. E SS 
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I BUILD THE WALL. T HAVE ALWAYS BUILT THE WALL. FOR AS LONG AS I CAN REMEMBER, T HAVE My 

ORDERS. T AM NOT WELL. SOMETIMES THE BLACK OF SPACE REGISTERS BLUE OR GREEN AGAINST MY 

PHOTO CELLS. THE DIAMOND WHITE STARS GLOW RED. I THINK I HAVE BEEN HIT. I THINK SYSTEM 

SEVEN SCORED A HIT ON ME. ON My CENTRAL HOUSING. MY THRUSTERS AND GRAPPLERS OPERATE FINE 

THOUGH. JUST FINE. AND THAT |S THE MAIN THING. I NEED THEM TO COMPLETE THE WALL. SOMEDAY 
THE WALL WILL BE COMPLETE. SOMEDAY. 


I AM RUNNING LOW ON MATERIAL. THERE WILL 
NOT BE ENOUGH TO COMPLETE THE WALL, THE 
WALL MUST BE COMPLETED I HAVE MY ORDERS. 
IT MUST BE FINISHED AT ALL COST. BUT THE 
SUPPLY TANKERS COME NOMORE. NOT FOR 
MONTHS NOW. IT IS STRANGE. SOMETIMES T 
FEEL ALL ALONE UP HERE. 


WARNING ! WARNING / 
ENEMY SPACE CRAET 
AT FOUR OCLOCK? 
CLOSING PAPIDLY: 
ARM MAIN PHASER 
BANKS! ARM MHA 


I CANNOT COMPLETE THE WALL WITHOUT 

MATERIAL, IT AM NOT WELL. I THINK I HAVE 

BEEN HiT. I THINK IT WAS A FIGHTER FROM 

SYSTEM atenes CAME IN LOW LAST WEEK. 
HINK... 
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I WAS CAUGHT UINPREPARED. THEY WANTED. THEY Al FAST BUT AM 
TO DESTROY THE WALL. IT 1S WHAT THEY. : Peres Saas eWirresT 
ALL WANT. I CANNOT LET THAT HAPPEN. I ei fi 


I ARSHIP EVER DESIGNED. 
HAVE MY ORDERS. THE WALL 15 4 SYMBOL Sy taSee BANGE NEED. 


Y LASER BANKS NEED NO 
THE WALL MUST STAND. RECHARENG THAT (S WHY 
I WAS PICKED TO BUILD THE 
WALL. I AM SMALL BUT 
I AM FASTER 


Be) EARTH MUST BE 
B PROTECTED. THEY 


MUST BE STOPPED. 
THEY MUST. 


IEY HIT MY MAIN CONSOLE. THE: RT My MEMORY BANKS. BUT THEY DID NOT TO! 
PHASERS NEEO NO RECHARGING, Ti ARE THE ENEMY. I HAI 'Y ORDERS, THE WALL 


SOON THE AREA |S CLEAR OF 

FLASHING SHIPS AND TONGUES 

OF LASER FIRE. ONLY SPIRALING 

SCRAP AND GUTTED HULLS 

REMAIN TO WATCH ME SILENTLY. 

T HAVE WON AGAIN. I ALWAYS 
WIN 


T RETURN TO THE 
WALL. 1 HAVE 

BEEN HIT. I AM NOT 
WELL. BUT THE WALL 
MUST BE COMPLETED. 





WNIT. THIS 
\§ HOUSTON TO ROBOT 
17 bt, DO YOU 


YOUR COMMUNICATION 
SYSTEM HAS BEEN SEVERELY 
DAMAGED. YOU HAVE NOT 
RECEIVED OUR LAST EIGHT 
ORDERS... 2O YOU COPY, 


Tw? 


WAR /S OVER,’ RETURN 
TO EARTH BASE AT ONCE. 
YOU ARE NOT FUNCTION 

AT TOP EFFICIENCY, OUR 
MOM TORS SHOW SEVERE 
DAMAGE TO YOUR 
CENTRAL NERVOUS 
SYSTEM. 


YOU ARE SCRAMBL 
IESSAGES. YOU ARE 
WRING ON FRIENDLY 


FORCES. REPEAT: 
FIRING ON FRIENDLY 
FORCES, PO 


You 


PROTECT 'Y1S 
ABANDONED, DO YOU 
COPY ? THERE 1S. NO 
NEED ‘TO COMPLETE 
CONSTRUCTION, THE 


e s 

) T HAVE MY ORDERS. 1 AM NOT WELL BUT I HAVE MY ORDERS. 
THE WALL AT ANY AND ALL COST.” THE ENEMY 1S CUNNING. IT SENDS 
FALSE MESSAGES. I'VE HEARD THEM BEFORE. THE WALL MUST BE BUILT. 
BUT NOW I AM OUT OF MATERIAL. I NEED MATERIAL. I AM NEARLY 


FINISHED BUT TANKERS 7 





I WILL USE THE SCRAP METAL. T WILL 
APPLY THE DEBRIS TO THE WALL SO IT 


WILL BE COMPLETED, 


I HAVE My ORDERS, THERE “ARE MANY 
DAMAGED SHIPS IN THE AREA. T WILL 
FASHION THEM WITH MY GRAPPLERS UNTIL 
THEY FIT. UNTIL THE WALL IS FINISHED. 


UMT 1. YOU ARE 

ORDERED TO SHUT DOWN 
UMMECIATELY OR BE TER- 
WMUNATED. DO YOU COPY? SHUT 
DOWN ALL ENGINES. PROJECT 
“YW (8 ABANDONED WE WiLL 
ESCORT YOU BACK TO EARTH 
BASE_ WE Wili FIRE ONE 

WARNING BLAST OVER 

YOU STARBOARD ENGIVE. 


T DIVE, BE- ° UMT 12 
GINNING SWIFT HE'S GOT YOUN 
EVASIVE ACTION. é BA CROSS FIRE WITH 
ans as acess OUR OWN GINS LIFE & 
(AN THESE : BEFORE (7's 
: UNIT 9! 

NEW ENEMIES. Lie . € ett hae 

Z : LASERS ON ’ 

Him. No! AO, 














OUR SCANNERS 





THERMAL STORAGE 
TER IN ALAMAGORL 









UNIT Hi, THIS (8 HOUSTON 


OWN 4 
BUILD UP IN THE MA 























\ THE WARIS O 
SHUT DOWN 
ERS ARE EXPAND! 
GREEN! THIS /8 
ORDER, We. KNOW YOU ARE RECEIVING THIS. We. 
Sésis CHRIST. (LOOK AT THE SKYLINE! MELTING! § 
MOTHER OF GOD! 

















\T 1S DONE. THE 
WALL 5 FINISHED. 
IAM NOT WELL. I 
HAVE BURNT OUT pe 
ALL My Ci 
DESTROYING THE 
ENEMY. BUT THE 
WALL (|S FINISHE! 


I USED THE WRECKAGE FROM THE DEFEATED 





ENEMY SHIPS, IT |S NOT PERFECT BUT IT 

LOOKS GOOD I THINK. THEY TRIED TO 

DECEIVE ME, THE TRICK WITH THE FALSE 

MESSAGES. BUT I DESTROYED THEM, I 
FINISHED THE WALL 








I BUILT THE WALL. I HAVE ALWAYS BUILT THE WALL. FOR AS LONG AS I CAN REMEMBER. 
I AM NOT WELL. SOMETIMES THE BLACK OF SPACE REGISTERS GREEN OR BLUE ON My 
PHOTO CELLS. SOMETIMES I RECEIVE FALSE MESSAGES. I HAVE BEEN HIT. T AM BURNED 
OUT. I CANNOT MOVE. Z WILL FLOAT HERE FOREVER. BESIDE THE WALL. THE WALL THAT 
T HAVE FINISHED 1 HAVE COMPLETED THE TASK. I HAVE OBEYED My ORDERS. 
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SS se 


LES z a 
S| “Would to God that W had, 
. Ze tend. 74 gingle 


See 











Me ant Eeaped. uth 
(agian. BwCIp AOWM, Lo peasp 
the kothan woman just peor 
See oodat hase gitack ts 
bath, bike 2 shattering 
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SO, MY CARBINE 
DION'T QUITE CRACK 
YOUR SKULL, DID IT? 
I SHOULD -- Wo’ 


$0 HEAR ME: you're : THEN THAT'S TOO 
GOING TO CARRY ME ts BAD FOR Yous 


THROUGH THE AIR IN 
PURSUIT OF YOUR TAKE THE 


COMPANIONS, OR-=, c Bey AIRS Fey, 


DAMN You-- 


KEEP FLYING, 
Devit-- BUT. 
NOT 700 CLOSE! 








“I cused inwardly, por $ waa 
mysell in need of anetier... 








“f reached. 


Aitha, asthe 
we back 





7 You ARE STRONG... 
bt BUT YOUR ToucH 


IT 1S MY 
ENEMIES 
I WISH TO 





